The George Sand-

weakness of heart that I don't know how to overcome. I cannot
sleep over the suffering and even over the ignominy of others.
I pity those who do the evil! while I recognize that they are not
at all interesting, their moral state distresses me. One pities
a little bird that has fallen from its nest; why not pity a heap
of consciences fallen in the mud? One suffered less during
the Prussian siege. One loved Paris unhappy in spite of itself,
one pities it so much the more now that one can no longer love
it. Those who never loved get satisfaction by mortally hating
it. What shall we answer? Perhaps we should not answer at
all. The scorn of France is perhaps the necessary punishment
of the remarkable cowardice with which the Parisians have sub-
mitted to the riot and its adventurers. It is a consequence
of the acceptance of the adventurers of the Empire; other
felons but the same cowardice.

But I did not want to talk to you of that, you roar about it
enough as it is! one ought to be distracted; for if one thinks
too much about it, one becomes separated from one's own limbs
and lets oneself undergo amputation with too much stoicism.
You don't tell me in what state you found your charming
nest at Croisset. The Prussians occupied it; did they ruin
it, dirty it, rob it? Your books, your bibelots, did you find
them all? Did they respect your name, your workshop ? If you
can work again there, peace will come to your spirit. As for
me, I am waiting till mine gets well, and I know that I shall
have to help myself to my own cure by a certain faith often
shaken, but of which I make a duty.

Tell me whether the tulip tree froze this winter, and if the
poppies are pretty.

I often take the journey in spirit; I see again your garden
and its surroundings. How far away that is! How many
things have happened since! One hardly knows whether one is
a hundred years old or not!

My little girls bring me back to the notion of time; they
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